The Titanic, the Chernibole,and the Challenger,
In retrospect, the clever man, retrogressive mare.
Oh look, the silver beads in string of the kites drops down
Kites to west-ward or east-ward in somersault to chimney
From there onwards, formulates hardship to many,
Only by mere chance or by pure luck or by dear accident
Many people, many minds, and many perflexed ideas.
Unfetter, but restrain with in four walls,
The walls and windows in dump and dirt,
Stingy smell, semi-light and half-vent,
The poet on the mat with torn books,
His mind blunt, but no concussion connotes,
But shut environs to flowing image,
To truimph inspiration and fantasy,
His eyes hinder in thier deep suppression,
Sad and gloomy, he is, in the dungeon,
Unable to "Scripta littera moneto",
Humidity in his brain and in blood,
The flames of flying Dutchman slackens,
Frozen ink, shivering cold, dizzy brain,
Now, my dear friend,
A barber licence hang in laundry shop,
A laundry certificate in barber saloon,
A scientist on open meadow,
A poet in shutted room,
A doctor's son in black robes,
A lawyer's son in white dress,
A rented tenth floor for hospital,
A ground floor portion to advocate,